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grouper, and snapper, while in the fresh water region with
which Jamaica abounds (after all, Jamaica means e the land of
many springs') the fisherman will find mountain mullet and
snook.
The entire Caribbean is no place for any but the seasoned
and experienced adventurer. Proficiency with rod and gun
is essential, yes. But more than that, there must be in the
veins of the sportsman that irresistible quality that makes a
man at one with Nature and that stirs his heart and sinew to
supreme heights to master the old lady on her own home
grounds.
One of the greatest tropical sportsmen and fishermen I
ever knew was Doc Bolton. He was practising in Honduras
and he had his patients, particularly the obstetrical cases, so
perfectly trained that there never seemed to' be any difficulty
in slipping away for an afternoon of trolling whenever the
conditions of sea and sky and wind were propitious.
Doc was one of those utterly charming individuals, soft-
spoken, soft-skinned, soft-hearted. He had a bedside manner
that would melt the heart of the dourest hypochondriac and
a touch which would assuage the most anguished flesh.
Everybody loved Doc. Somehow you never would get the
idea that he was a fighter . . . that is, until you boarded
his thirty-foot cruiser. Even then, the framed admonition
in his cabin was disarming:
Behold the Fisherman.
He riseth up in the morning
He disturbeth the whole household
Mighty are his preparations
He goeth forth full of hope
When the day is far spent he returneth
Smelling of strong drink
And the truth is not in him
The very first time I was aboard, headed out over that blaze
of open water towards the bay islands, Doc connected with a
big one. Down went his rod tip, bobbing like a sapling in, a
high wind. The line hummed like a taut guitar string. The
reel sang its sweetly strident song and the power was
snapped off.